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A RIVAL SHOW. 


“Tam very sorry to say that up to the present Poor Papa shows no sign of returning intellect ; indeed, for downright imbecility his latest escapade would 
be hard to beat. Somehow or other he got hold of the idea that he had been personally insulted by the Corporation’s refusal to make him Lord Mayor, 
and accordingly he got up a show entirely ‘on his own.’ The Skunk came in very useful for the stale carriage, but the whole affair was wretchedly managed, 
and fell horribly flat. From what I hear, it would have been a great deal more appropriate on the ‘ Fifth.’ ”—Toorsie. 


NO WONDER. THEATRE ROYAL, SLOCOMBE. A COMMON INFORMER. 
C a A “ Vy . 


AT no time have informers, spies and Crown witnesses 
been beloved. 

At the trial of Arthur Thistlewood, gent. : James Watson 
the elder. surgeon ; Thomas Preston, cordwainer ; and John 
Hooper, labourer, upon an indictment found against them 
for high treason, the Counsel for the defence, speaking 
of a Crown witness, said: “The whole weight of evidence 
wis made to rest on the statements of that infamous villain, 
a wretch who never. on any oceasion or in any place, was 
not.aliar.” And again: “Upon the testimony of such a 
wretch he would not put any creature into the stocks.” 

What manner of creature waa the common informer of 
sixty vearsago? Douglas Jerrold says: The informer, like 
the leech. stieks in silence; nay. ofttimes prospers best when 
least heard of. Hf his denouncing voice be of value to 
himeelf, his silence is often no less: profitable: he can be 
dumb as an oyster if taciturnity be worth his while, the 
abuse growing and flourishing swf sddentio” The same 
author gives a very curious and amusing episode in an 
informer’s life, to the trath of which he vouches. It is in 
the shape of a letter from one informer to another, but we 
have, owing to our limited », acy, abridged it and put it into 
narrative form. 

A scoundrel, whom he disguises under the name of 


“P.O. Coppem hal a substantial meal off sausage and mashed last night. This “Hist !” whispered the villain. “1 thought you would be,” remarked the Ebenezer Cannibal, writes to another scoundrel to say that 
morning he was found barking in the street.”"—Lurby Duster. stage manager, he has just returned with his wife, nurse, and baby from 
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Cheltenham, where they have been having a most delightful 
holiday. He was on what he calls a “ post chaise trick,” and took 
the baby to “give things a colour,” and the “ missus looked as 
delieate as she could, and, as luck would have it, babby was not 
verv well,” 

The unfortunate landlord, little thinking what was in store for 
him, seemed to take a faney to the Cannibals, and he, his wife, and 
nurse “Vived Jike fighting cocks,” and every day the wife, child, 
and nurse went out ina post-chaise, The two first days the land- 
lord gave the post-tichet; but finding that the chaise never 
went past the turnpike he left of giving it, “Now £ have him, 
cried Cannibal. How he put) by the champagne that day at 
dinner! They lived at the hotel for about six weeks, “and, God 
praised. the air did us a meite oF geod.” 

tut now the fun begins 

The six weeks having 
Inomming at t 
Informer, ere 


igh prices here.” The landlord 
hotel. The Informer having 
finished his breakfast rose uy tid, “* Mr. Landlord, do you 
love your country! How dare you think to rob His Gracious 
Majesty 2" What do you mean?” cried the landlord, “ Where's 
the tickets?) How about the post-chaise duty?" “It was all a 
mnistake, sir” “LD can't help that, The Excise prospers on mis- 
takes.” D trust, siz,” a the landlord, “I am dealing with a 
ventleman.” You are,” said the Informer,‘ Well, sir, you won't 
be hard on me.” “God forbid! So I tell you what, old fellow, 
write mea receipt for this sixty pounds, and hand us over twenty 
te take as back to our peaceful home.” . 

On this the landlord jumped and swore so awfully that “ Missus 
and baby were forced to leave the room,” 

“Well, it's no matter,” and the blackmailer fumbled in his pocket 
for his purse, “ You know the penalties, and we had the post-chaise 
out three times a day.” On this the landlord took out his pocket- 
book, laid twentv pounds on the table, wrote a receipt for the bill, 
and denounced Ebenezer for a rogue. 

But the wretched creature probably cared little for this, and 
after he and his amiable family had packed up their traps they 
sneaked away. 

Is this dirty trade still carried on? Certainly. Ask the pro- 
prietor of a small eating-house or coffee-shop how often some 
plausible customer has not tried to obtain a ae of beer without 
giving the money in advance for it to be fetched. 


Newt week, “ Sume Strange Cases.” 
——— 
Bak GARDIN, 


Thares sumthink aboutt that pennorth off sedes reglar stagger us 
boise. The Gurl next dore screem with latiter. 


New Weak—Godness Noes, 
meee comefinees 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Not in our opinion, VARDI. Quite your ownaffair, A PAL. 
Sorry, Ticn, we cannot help you; You had better ask the gal. 
Not at present, thank you, Gervais, Much obliged for letter, 
CLEEK, Yea, our artist did, VERONA; That ia owing to the beak, 
Capital ; we thank you, Kitty, Aren't you glad you didnt, 
Pro.?) Not from 99, SuBscriBER. Thanks for sketches, U8. 0. 
Vea, of course, you can, A, FREEMAN; ALLY never has the time, 
Tt is always celebrated, Toby, by the usual chime, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


borwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centinies, or by 
apecial arrangement at vur 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE La BANQUE, 
———— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ha page to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 
—_—@—___- 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScENE—The Soaker’s Debating Club. 
Chairman, 1 have no doubt, zen'l'm’'n, FE can—hic !—count 'pon 
supportsh of m’ fren’ Mr. Lust n this,x—hic !—mattersh, 
Mr. Lusher, Very sorry, ole flr, most “appy to see you home, ‘in 
sure, but—hic !—factsh ish, don't think can supportsh meshelf, 


Young Wife. 1 was thinking, dear, that if T were to make our 
own bread we should save having a baker's bill. Wouldn't that be 
nice? 

Mushand (artful), Awfully nice, dear ; but, unfortunately, times 
are so bad that we really must economise. 1 don't think we could 
afford it. es 

= 


A. SLOPER, in his hours of ease, 

Has penned a paradoxie wheeze 

Which pretty plainly proves that he’s 
Approaching rank insanity, 

“When to weary man and jaded beast 

Old Boniface gives rest and feast, 

I's very strange, to say the least, 
That he acts with inn-humanity {” 


First Fuir One (discussing divorce case), What a dreadful thing 
for you to have had to appear as a witness, dear, 

Sceond Fair One, Shocki jove! I blushed almost as much 
as when George took me to sve a “problem " play, 


w 


Small Bay, V say, father, dear, what is the meaning of place aux 
dames 2? 

Paveut (shaky in his French), Place aux dames—er—er—is, well 
—or—a French swear word, Billy, and means—ahem !—oh, damn 
the place! but you mustn't tell anybody I told you, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 602.—The “Ninth” Costume. 


MAKING AN IMPRESSION. 


(1) Ldttle Snodboy (gallantly, with the hopes of making an impression), Jump 
into my manly arms darling; do not be afraiu ! 


Si aes 


ae - ee 


(2) But this was not calculated on. 
——— _ 


—_— w= 
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ae a2. 
(3) With the result that the above was the only impression little Snodboy made. 


BML 


| Saturday, Noveber 9, 1805, 


Rigs Aniertsan iniceiss ey \ tees weceass 
merican maire. Say, | wanta 
oat care what it is, but let me have it as quick, rm 
ightning. 
Waiter (who knows him), Welsh rabbit, sir? 
Bogus American Millionaire, Welsh devil! What in thy 1 
do you mean, anyway ? nee 
Waiter, That's the only meal we have, sir, that’s cut square, 


Ag 

Proud Mother. Oh, John! I'm so glad you’ 
we've been so insulted ! . agatha 

stiri Mochees Yea, that horrid old 

rend Mother, Yea, orrid old man next door sent in j 

middle of Laura’s singing lesson to say that if we didu't ae ae 
torturing the cat he should communicate with the Socicty for 
Preveution of Cruelty to Animals, alle 


» Waiter, 
STeaser| 


come home, 


= 
JYMSON swore, being tired of life, 
That he'd drown himself to end the strife ; 
And on the forehead of his wife , 
He pressed two kisses fond. 
But the rain from heaven in torrents ran. 
And J. wasan absent-minded man, i 
So—ere his Thamesward walk begun— 
His overcoat he donned ! 


Sunda morning.—Iising ide Town, 
Stranger. Yes; 1 must say I admire the look of your town, but | 
should like to see a few of your principal men. Where would yi, 


wuNeriee, Oh, wait till half-past twelve, when th 
Native. Oh, wai -past twelve, when the pubs. open, a1. 
they'll ali be there. ie een 


Second Sweet Thing (looking complacently at her diamon,: 
He was when I married him. o° Stet 


“HAVE you [ome Comforts?” asked the railway passenger oj 
the bookstall clerk. ‘“ Wish to ‘evin I ‘ad, sir,” was the absen. 
minded, if emphatic response of the ged chilly, il-eladl youth, » 
his mind dwelt for an instant upon the cold boiled mutton await 
ing him at his dingy diggings. And the passenger Wisely decide: 
to spend his copper on “ SLOPER,.” 

ss 


s 
Infatuated Son, But, father, you must admit that Lottie i. 
lovely, Why, she’s a perfect picture. 
Father (drily). Ah! 1 agree with you there. She's ceriainly 
very cleverly painted, + * ‘ 


Mistress. 1 am eurprised at you, nurse! why do you allow th: 
children to make so much noise? 

Nurse, Lean’'t help it, mum, they won't mind me a bit. 

Mist resa, Of course not, Why should they? Don't I pay yuu to 
mind them? *,° 


Son of Toil (whose wife does washing ). The missis says, will you 
send her in another four-and-a-alf of beer same as before ; ail, i 
ony) mister, couldn't yer manage to put it inter one of them bi: 
Casks 

Brewery Clerk. What for? 

Son of Tvil, *Cos then she wouldn't be able to get it into th: 
cupboard and lock it up, ee 

s 


“THE minstrel and the bard may praiso 
My Lady Fair with loving lays; 

But, as for me,” the cabman crics, 

“ My Lady Fair 1 much despise. 


“For when a gent, my hansom takes, 

He of an extra boblet makes 

A gift to me; but I ne'er can snare 

A sixpence from my Lady Fare!” 
se 


s 

Indignant She (boiling with rage). And now, sir, perhaps you 

be kindly explain how I happened to come in and find you kissin; 
ane. 

Hubby (with delightful calmness), Well, my dear, since you 3! 
me, I suppose it was because I didn’t expect you home for anutii: 
hour. ° 

Teacher, What amalgamation of races has made the Engli-!: 
nation what it is? 

Young Bookie, The Derby, the Leger, the Cambridgeshire. ani! 
the—oOh! oh! oh! If you bally well hit me again for nothin, 
111 bally well tell my father. . « 

s 


G@wendolin, Do vou think she really cares for him? 

Dorothy, Care for him?) My dear she has left off using f.: 
powder. oe 

s 

Brown (nearly frantic). That fellow Smith actually had the 
impudence to say that I was a thundering idiot! Now, I ask you 
as a friend, Jones, do I look like an idiot ? 

Jones (taking stock of him), Well—er—no, 1 can’t say you do. 
but possibly he judged more by your conversation than your 
appearance, eis 
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Stage Villain, That's a capital scene whcre I'm shot in the li 
act, don’t you think? aes 

Friend, Fine. There's only one way in which the idea might b 
improved. 

Stage Villain. How's that? 

Friend, Have you shot in the first. 


Forst Pretty Dear. 1 hardly knew you, dear; you look so mie 
younger, don't you know. The alteration in the hair—he! he! kv: 
—and the teeth—he! he! he !—is such an improvement. ; 

Second Pretty Dear, Oh, 1 knew you in a moment, darlin’. 
though we haven't met for nearly four years, 1 recognised you 
dress although it’s Leen turned, and I couldu’t mistake the feather 
in your hat, se 

s 


A MATRON, of the modern kind, 
Compeiled her daughter young 

To wear those garments which you'll find 
Upon “suspenders” strung. 


Then sake to miss the mother fond, 
“ How like you, love, the garb you've donned?” 
And the maiden sighed with sobful breath, 
* Ah, this SUSPENSE is worse than death!” 
ss 
s 
Hlorsedealer, Can't drive 'im, sir? Oh! it’s only ‘is pity. | 
assure you; and then just look what a bargain ’e is. 
Customer. Ah! yes; 1 don’t dispute that; but, you see, I never 
was good at driving a bargain. \° 


“Is he clever, my dear?” said Mrs. Cluppers. ‘Oh, he is that. 
His conversation quite bristles with wit and epitaphs.” Aw! 1 
was not till quite ten minutes later the polite listener came to t" 
conclusion that she must have meant epigrams. 

ss 


* ‘i 
Sympathetic Friend. Yes, very pretty! Very pretty indeed! 
What—er—er—did you—er—er—say the—er—er—subject was - 
Proud Amateur Artist. A study of cows, Very artistic, I> ' 
not? I got my finishing lessons in Italy, you know. ; 
Sympathetic Friend (with a sigh of relics). An! that accou'! 
for it, then. They’re Italinn cows, of course. 1 was going to >) 
that I didn’t recognise the breed in this country, 


saturday, November 9, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE LORD MAYOR'S BANQUET. 


-YoLUPTUARIES have no enjoyments,” said Thomas Dolby. 
Vhose every is a banquet, has not any. Continual feasts 
liga e YOY me i nre burthensome, beyond 
the intermediate pleasing- 
ness of a craving appetite. 

He knows not the delight 

of life, in any kind, that 

never lived but in the full- 
ness of all.” 

This is probably quite 
true, but there must be a 
good many unfortunate 
persons withan unpleasing 
craving littering ubout 
who would like a short 
look in among the good 
things, so as just to form 
an opinion, 

As Lord Mayor's day 
comes round, one’s 
thoughts naturally turn 
towards TURTLE, = The 
turtle is a strange—tish— 

_ animal—bird, I'm not 
‘, quite sure what it is right 
, off, and have not got my 
»Natural History handy. 
/ There must be many mil- 
lions of persons who have 
never tasted turtle and 
never will, yet in some 
wild places, where turtles 
bask upon the seashore in 
the sunshine, there must be thousands of dusky-skinned_ wild 
‘cn who wolf up any number of turtles’ ezgs any day they like. 

It is also a question whether those over here who can afford to 
liv turtle very often get the real thing. Says a writer In an old 
lume of the New Monthly Magazine : “As a rule, the turtle- 
up eaten in England is no more like the turtle-soup of the 
Western hemisphere, than pea-soup made from that delicate 
\oretable in the Spring is toa nankeen-coloured mess, concocted 
in the winter, bearing the same name,” 

Apmrently there is a good deal of mock turtle about, and 
Dr. Kitchiner says that * Turtles often become emaciated and 
cickly before they reach this country, in awhich case the soup mould 
i, incomparably improved by leaving out the turtle and sub- 
wituting a good cals head.’ These remarks, by the way, ought 
to bring joy to the hearts of those who cannot aftord to go in for 
turtle, ts they will, anyhow, enable them to sneer at it. 

It isto the present day the fashion with many persons to Inugh 
at Lord Mayors, their processions and their banquets. Le lor 
Maire by the French nation is still: believed to be superior in rank 
to the Queens and Kings of England ; butiin the beginning of the 
century the English comic writers could not be too insulting to 
these dignitaries. Nothing could be more low and vulgar, accord- 
ine to their account, than the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress, 
Theodore Hook describes how an imaginary hero of his, one 
Scropps, the new Lord Mayor, cannot sleep all night for his 
ereatness ; the wind down the chimney sounds like the shouts of 
the people ; the cocks crowing in the morn at the back of the house 
he takes for trumpets sounding his approach. 

And the brief year of his reign finished he goes back to the old 
home in Budge Row, and then how narrow the passage looked, 
how dark the staircase, how low the ceilings! Next day a visitor 
is announced, and his first words arc, “ How are you, Scropps?” 
*<eropps! No obsequiousness, no deference, no respect. No 
“My Lord.” Nota bit of it. “Hfow’s Mrs. S. and the gals?” 

He goes out in the streets, and is “shoved about” in Cheapside. 
A butcher boy knocks against him and he complains, “Who are 
wu?” says the - 
hay. “To-day,” .y 
thinks the mise- 
rmble man, “1 
am John Ebez- 
ener Scropps. 
Two days ago I 
wis Lord 
Mayor!” 

Sut Cobbett 
says, “ Our Lord 
Mayor in his 
golden coach 
pleases the 
people, and par- 
ticularly the 
women and 
girls, and when 
they are pleased, 
the men and “2 J 
hoys are “, 
pleased, and 
neany a young 
f-liow has been 
more indus. 
trious from his 
hope of one day 
riding in 
golden coach.” 

Cobbett, who 
ee spoke well, spoke well thea, “Them’s my sentiments,” 
Sn ee we were at the Lord Mayor's banquet. The Dook 
ae ef ho looked noble, escorted me. It was rather a pity the 

1. Billy was chucked later on in the evening. 


Tvotsic’s Lecert. 


“Outside, please !" 


SQ 


THE NEW MAN. 


“ What are you standing shivering there for, Johnzon?” “Oh, my dear, my 
dear, there’s a woman under the bed !” 


(But tt was only Mrs. J's boots, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PlLls 


PRICE 93° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


te RIRICRIRIN 
(at 
7: 
i —+-—_. 
34 90 Florence Road, Stroud Green, N, 
34 September 0th, 1895, 


4 GENTLEMEN —1 am in receipt of the bor of your 
i$ Pilla, which I consider a Loco) of chea nen net 
3¢ cficicney. W Rricerhangli og goes wrong with stomach 
34 or liver, J fly at once to Sloper’s Pills, with a cer- 
ja) tainty of benejit. Yours truly, 


eed WARWICK REYNOLDS, Junr. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES HOT KEEP THEM, SEND Op. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Fepecially to those who wish to xnow of a 
TO sie, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- a 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which TES 
aS node reg circumstances and in LADIES 
the most diflicult an LADIES 
TO ave ENTE Shon LADIES 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. ES 
TO No case hopeless, failure is simply im ible, LAD 
TO as sen Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 
writes : LAD 
70 “By adopting your treatment my anxiety TES 
TO ; LADIES 
TO ~ oe was Ose sue twenty lowe! mourh, LADIES 
although for over three months I ha mn 
a comet map| pills and other thin bs vied we 
alf the quantity you sent proved effective, LAD: 
TO to my intense joy and surprise.” } LADIES 
TO A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
TO monials and medicine, which is a pants, LADIES 
TO a sue Stile at - cet (by. post, 4s, 9d.) is us-” LADI 
ually sutticient for any 5 
TO Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
TO Write privately to— LADIES 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MBDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 

Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stampei addressel envelope, 


LOOKING AHEAD, 


“1 wonDEr where we shall celebrate ovr silver wedding?” 

There was a touch of sadness in her voice as she spoke the words 
and replaced the silver-edged invitation-card which had come by 
the morning's post within its envelope. Her six years of marrici 
life had not, as Euterpe said, “been all beer and skittles,” and 
many and many atime had she rued the fact that she, with her 
great beauty and my social opportunities, had ever mated with 
the honorary sub-under-sccretary of a racing club, where they 
betted on the tape, and passed away the hoary winter playin: 
billiards. It was a bitter pill to swallow—bitter as the heavily- 
chicoried coffee which formed the liquid portion of the matutinal 
meal, but she strove to gulp it down. 

©] wonder where we shall celebrate ovr silver wedding?” 

Disturbed for the second time by this remark the brute of 4 
husband looked up from his sporting paper and fairly shouted : 

“Well, Zdon’t! If things go on nas they have been foing for the 
st six months, I'm sugared if I don’t think we shall spend it in 
Tiacylebone Workhouse, unless your idiotic remarks send us beth 
ott our dots, and they cart the pair of us off to the nearest lunatic 
asylum!” 

Oh, a woman's life ts hard with some brutes ! 


—_——_—s—_—— 


SEASONABLE. 


“ MONEY will make the mare to go"— 

The ancient proverb assures us 80. 

Buta thousand English wives, who know 

How their lords will make the spondulicks tlow 
On the day of the Ninth-of-November Show, 
Are greatly at present disposed, we trow, 

To reverse the adage, and say with woe 

That “ Mayor will make the money to go!” 


THE REGISTRAR'S LITTLE JOKE. 


Tr was only the Registrar's little joke, but it was a deuced nasty 
one. Young Bill Busherfootit, you must know, in default of 
having wealthy parents who would make him a regular allowance, 
found himself on his twenty-fifth birthday in a confoundedly 
awkward position. You might almost call it a bally dilemma. 
He'd—here, Mr. Printer, we'd better put this horrid catastrophe 
in italies—he'd either got to ge to work or atarve / 

But Bill's bright star was shining, as it subsequently transpired ; 
Bill's guardian angel was busy on the look-out. The elderly, 
wealthy Miss Macgruder, who was sixty-seven, and had never 
loved anything but cats and kittens, suddenly felt the tender 
passion, and flopped her young affections on Bill, 

Bill wasn’t particularly sugary over it ; still it was better than 
work. Ilis dreams of ee of sovereigns and washing-baskets- 
ful of Bank of England notes—the gossips all said the old girl had 
go much ahe couldn't count it—were only interrupted by equally 
acreendle visions of himself shoving her off the top car on the big 
Wheel, taking her out ina boat with a hole in it, or losing her in 
the maze at Hampton Court. 

The Registrar round at the tie-em-till-death-or-divorce shop 
grinned quite rudely, Bill said. when the couple-elect walked in. 
He put the usual questions, got out the books, asked for the ring, 
and told Bill what the Jare fees were, lest Bill should overpay him 
by mistake—they invariably do this, have done it with the present 
writer seven times—and then he got in his little joke. 

Opening the Church Service at acertain page, he pointed with 
his right forefinger to a line and to Bill. It said: 

“A man may not marry his grandmother.” 

The wretched bridegroom turned ashy pale—though that was a 
glowing crimson tint to the hue that came over him when, tied to 
her for life, he learned, alas! that every blessed quid she'd had 
had gone up with the Liberator !!! 


355 
MRS. PRYOR’S LODGER. 


—_e— 


YEs, we are really bound to admit that Mrz. Prvor's new lodger 
certainly did not look a particularly oofy individual by long 
chalks. Noteven the 
most unsophisticated 
of mortals, we venture 
to opine, could ever 
have mistaken him 
for Colonel North, or 
even Mr, William 
Astor, whilst theaver- 
agely observant would 
have unhesitatingly 
pronounced him 
devilish shabby. This 
is the conclusion that 
Mrs, Pryor arrived at 
without the smallest 
amount of difticulty, 
ax she stood surveying 
the new arrival and 
his scanty luggage in . 
the hall; and the ine 
spection caused her to 
go quite three parts 
of the way towards -[ 
repenting having 
agreed to take him at 
all. But then the; 
worthy creature had 
been really anxious 
to get someone to take 
her apartments, They 
had been to fet for so 
long that it really 
meant a very scrious 
loss of revenue. Lodgers she had had occasionally, it is true, 
but they had none of them ever stayed over a week or two, 
their landlady’s parsimony, and general inquisitiveness not 
being altogether to their liking, for Mrs, LP. carried her 
curiosity to the extent of searching her lodger’s trunks, examin- 
ing their pockets, and upon one or two occasions, even opening 
their letters. Thus it was that though her heart misgave her 
somewhat, she felt she could hardly afford to turn away a 
chance, “All the same I shall keepasharpeye on you, young man,” 
she muttered to herself a3 the lodger disappeared upstairs, “ you'll 
have to be a pretty sharp ‘un to dodge me.” 

True to her determination, the very tirst time she got an oppor. 
tunity, the careful soul proceeded to her lodger's bedroom, and 
commenced to “take a look round,” as she called it. She was 
much disappointed to discover that none of her keys would open 
his portmanteau, but 2 moment or two later she was deeply 
engrossed in the following letter she had taken from the breast- 
pocket of a coat that hung behind the door : 

“The Deanery, Great Potton, Bucks. 

“My DEAR Boy,—I am sorry to tell you that your father is still very angry 
with you, though your sister and Tare in great hopes of patching up the foolish 

‘e ate quarrel which caused you 

= y to leave home. In the 
meantime you must do the 
best you can in your apart- 
ments, but I shall, of course, 
let you know, dear, the 
ijustant all is made right, 


Surveying the new arrival. 


T cannot eend you more 
than the enclosed few 
ponnds just now, as your 
father suspects me of being 
in communication with you 
sind refuses to give ne any 
inoney without knowing 
exactly what for. My own 
“nuarterly dividend will be 
due in another month, and 
I will then send you ns 
juneh as you can possibly 
want. Your sisters and 
Lady Grace send their 
fondest love—Always, my 
dear boy, your affectionate 
MoTner.” 

— 

Mrs. Pryor put the 
letter back carefully, 
____ almost reverently, into 
"her lodger’s shabby 
coat pocket. “Ho, 
ho! young man, 80 
that’s the case, is it?” 
she chuckled, “well, 
well, L always did fancy he was a swell. Quarrelled with his pa, 
the Dean, has he? well, well, so long as his ma befriends him he 
shan’t want for nothing in this house, and I'll wager I make a 

wretty tidy thing ont of him before he goes back to his Lady 
irace. Jane Pryor, youre in luck at last!” 

From that day she no longer regarded her lodger with an eye of 
suspicion, in fact, she went to quite the opposite extreme, and 
showered attentions on him in every possible way. She insisted 
upon providing his meals, she filled his coal-scuttle from her own 
supply, and she positively would not hear of sending in the bill, 
“You can settle it all up one day, sir, when it’s most convenient.” 
she said, when he casually referred to the subject, “and if you 
should require a few pounds, sir, as a matter of convenience at any 
time, I shall be most happy to oblige you, sir.” 

Thus matters progressed for tive or six weeks, during which 
time the lodger several times availed himself of his landlady’s 
pecuniary assistance, whilst his bill grew and grew until its dimen- 
sions even caused Mrs. Pryor to speculate whether she hadn't piled 
it on too thick. The end of the second month came, and as her 
lodger made no sign she deemed it wise to send up the “ little 
account,” just to let him sce how he was going on. 

That night. when all the household slept, the lodger lowered 
himself and his belong- 
ings into the back 
garden, and — didn't 
come back to breakfast. 
Only his shabby old coat 
remained, and a letter 
protruding from the 
vocket at once caught 

fra. Pryor’s eye. To her 
amazement it was ad- 
dressed to her, and ran as 
follows : 

“My Dear Mrs. P..—I put 
this note where I feel sure 
there is most chance of you 
finding it. T must apologise 
for my somewhat hurried de- 
parture, but the fact is I've 
arrived at the conclusion that 
the game is up. I was in- 
formset of your prying pro- 
pensities by a friend who has 
suffered, but I hardly thought 
you would be taken in so 
easily. You can keep the coat, 
it will pawn for ninepence ; 
and if any remittance for me 
should urrive you're quite 
welcome to it. The latter 
contingency is somewhat re- 
mote, owing to the fact that 
T've never ever heard of the 
Dean of Great Potton, but 
still one never can tell, you know.—Gratefully yours, “Suirreny SAM." 

And Mrs, Pryor has never forgiven herself to this day, 


i| 


Lowered hime in the garden, 
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RISKY. SOMETHING TO PLAY WITH. 
“You muct be very foud of beef.” “What the —— do BO TO A GOOSE. " Ree. Wanalethump (a lay brother), Y-e-e-s, | may say my 
“Why, they say we partake of the nature of Filet. Tt doesn't make me look fast, does it, dear ? one object in this life is the saving of young men, “My dressmaker has given me a month in whi + 


Iwe must like to feed on-—and you look such Mand. Anyone can tell you must be a fearful Miss Lipsalee, Oh, how jolly! Now, du © save" a nice to pay my bill, What do you think ahe judge \ 
l-y.” flirt, Ethel, with so many bows to vuur suit, young one for me, Ale, W., wou't you ? give me Y"—Ectraet from Letter of Young Lady - 


©6° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those A BIT OF A STARTLER. 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


SN 


) 
' 


4 


I Ecco gaan wlan Magy 7g Spoonbill, “f must be (2) “Jernsalem! Why the Kiosk is walking up to me!!!” 


A LESSON IN POLITENESS. 


NY (oY (Mg 
(a M fi 


Hehe ,\ od 
LAN MOD : 


. 


No, 416.—Miss Hkttie ASTON, (1) Professor Puzzlepick, on a personally conducted (3) “Look here,” zclepick,“ 
: : a ‘ a .” remarked Professor Puzzlepick, "1 

on, nee tour round a few unexplored J Continents last summer, @) But the Guzzlegobble, alias Cucumber Tree, was really must suggest eer aaveriag that ails saat a 
Ee ee ee dropped acros a rare specimen of the Guzzlegobble or only suffering from toothache and felt bored, aud yawn; it isn't bit well-bred.” Se he just shoved | 
“Queen of beauty, pity, I implore.” —Lord Lob Edible Cucumber ‘Tree. Of course he was beside bim- yawned in @ manner auy edible tree ought to be jully umbrella down the Edible Cucumber's throat i! 
5 self with joy at this important addition to scientific = well ashamed of, opened We inside, preparatory to jotting down a iv 


J “ Humbly I worship at my darling’s shrine,"— The Hon. Billy. discovery, notes, ad rem. 


THE LAIRD AND HIS FAMILIARS JOIN THE GLASGOW MILITIA. 


The dear Elder, sitting with his friend Parritch, remarked: “There goes sc ws o e ji ne Es! jee: man, but we're well rid of sich human crockidiles Turn yer no 
. : goes the scum of the Browside, off tae Clecky, tae jine the Ist Gorbel Tal 4 " rT 
n hela vs 3 - ‘poles . id sich hu idi 
doon, Laird,” be continued, “1 canuu stand that Lateful look ye've got.” LV.4.—Ffor the auful sequel see esi ‘acak's issue, aid order early, 
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he Sorb- J aweabler. Suis me" 4 


fin 


hy i - ry E oS . : 
“Growin ee Z — OwETiz- wisilsly 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here you all are again, then, my worthy patrons, this is what 1 call good biz. I'm proud to sportsman knows, to equal this :—The coster and his donah go, To see the People's Palace Show :— 
eee that no rival attraction has. had the effect of lessening the attendance. The Lord Mayor's Ton recognize, ae this pair, Lord Salisbury and the bat Lord joebar ts the attitude, 
ara is Leiaed much the same year after year, whereas I've always something fresh for you every they say, Of men and masters Belfast way :—The Prince's Birthlay! Well, may he A lot of 
Week, 


*Orl-a: Gown? “orl 


hat do vou say now, shall we ring up the curtain and commence ?—/ will be good, young —othera lire to ace :—Still, atill, they come, and you can ace, How very busy he must be—There! 
You'd better, Mother Ball replics:—VPox hunting starts; there is no bliss, The that's the lot, ladies and. geutlemen, By, by, till next week ——TIIE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. “THE EFFECT OF PENNY A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. 
a - DOREADFULS.” 
4—Hke SUPPER AFTER THE “FRIV. 


He, Don't you think I'm improving in my waltzing ? 
She. Ob! yes, I thiuk you've becn making vast strides. 


(1) Boodles’ — bonght a penny dreaiful last 
week read it right through ! 


TBOSHERS Boots 


ARE WARRANTED To GIVE. 


— 


Her Rest Mash. Have another bottle of champagne? (2) Two minutes afterwards he had slanght- REVENGE. 
7 Tovtsie, Ob, no, thanks! That borrid Lardi Luugsox is my understudy, and J wouldn't give her a ered the fowls wext dour und corpied tbe : 
chance for all the world | gardeu cat, By a Victim. 


~~= 
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A. SLoPEn makesa point of always taking part in the 77am pstead 
Bonfire Clb Carnival on the Sth, The inhabitants of the district 
look out for him, 
and the visitors from 
far-otf localities shy 
rotten eggs at him. 
The F.O.M. wouldn't 
miss the Sth at 
Hampstead for 
worlds, It'sa right- 
down razzle-dazzle, 
This year he was on 
the job as usual, and 
found things pretty 
lively. The show 
* itself was a big ’un, 
‘and, according to 
Mr. Kk. EB, Newton, 
the hon. see., it will 
_ be the means of a 
bag of gold finding 
its way into the 
funds of the Hamp- 
stead Consumptive 
Hospital, The re- 
port that A. SLOPER 
ia paid for his at- 
tendance is a gross 
libel on the F.O.M. With the exception of the booze that’s stood 
him, he gets literally nothing put of it. 


s 
Sin: Henry PARKES, the octogenarian New South Wales states- 
Beam, ans married the other day to a young lady named Miss Julia 
aynen, 
“What an unequal match! Why, he ought to be hanged,” 
Quoth the Sub. But the Ancient the argument clinched 
By saying, “The moment the wedding bells clanged, 
The bridegroom—you're bound to admit it—was Lynched.” 


Tuk London and Provincial Ornithological Society held their 
tenth annual exhibition last week at the Aquarium. Aunt Geezer’s 
pet parrot went as near as a toucher for the first prize. 


* 

WHEN you happen to find yourself Haymarket way, drop into 
Mr. Thomas McLean's gallery—next door to the theatre, you know— 
and see his annual exhibition of cabinet pictures. It’s a very fine 
show, and you can't help being pleased, even if you only know 
the weeniest little bit about art at all. 


Ld 

DANCING folk will be interested to learn that the minuet is 
likely to be peer in smart circles this winter. It isa stately 
measure, and wants danc- 
ing almost to perfection to af 
please, but it is full of grace 
and old) world = charm. 
Afier the prevalence of the 
hideous barn dance, its in- 
troduction will be a wel- 
come relief. -_ 


= 
THE affaire Lanchester 
reads like an incident out 
of “Valentine Vox,” and 
n bit from “The Woman 
Who Did.” Tt isn’t every 


woman with peculiar 
opinions on the marriage 
question who is dotty, 


you know, or we should | 
have to shut up quite a 
number of our “ad- 
vanced" lady novelists. 


* 

ALLY congratulates the 
Princess Maud _ heartily 
upon her betrothal. He 
congratulates her still 
more upon the fact that 
her fiancé is not a German. 
“Bless ye, my children, 
bless ye!” * 


TUE (Mildew) Court Circular contains the following announce- 
ment : “ A whelk supper was held yesterday evening to celebrate 
the release of A. Sloper's winter overcoat from pawn. The broker's 
man had the honour of dining with the family.” 

s 


s 
A CONTEMPORARY gays that if a cup of water is put in an oven 
when cakes are being baked, it greatly lessens the chance of their 
being burnt at the top. We know a better trick than that. Puta 
small boy in the kitchen and leave him alone, and it’s long odds 
against the cakes being ever cooked at all, 
ss 


“Ip is easy to foresee,” says a musical journal, “that the time is 
not far distant when every modern house will be provided with a 
sept by the builder, just as a bath-room, patent blinds, tiled 

earths, and electric bells are now considered indispensable.” What 
a truly appalling prospect ! *, 

The Lord Mayor is the topical title of a three act go-as-you- 
please produced last week at the Strand. More of its merits 
another time. 7 


“THE burglary season has now commenced.” This is the notice 
that Mr. William Sikes would doubtless display over the portals 
of his establishment but 
for the fact that the gentle- 
man in question finds it 
somewhat inconvenient to 
court publicity by adver- 
tisement. All the same, 
Billiam welcomes the long 
winter nights, and the 
jemmy, the centre-bit, the 
dark lantern, and other 
impedimenta of the_pro- 
fession stand all ready for 
action. The enterprising 
burglar is fairly on the 
job. Lge 


WERE rather afraid 
there's something wrong 
about the following testi- 
monial but we just give it 
for what it’s worth: “I 
am seventy-five to-mor- 
row, but through taking 
in Larka! my complexion 
is still seventeen, It's a 
wonderful ha'porth, Yours 
trippily, Peto i the Ballet.” 


Mr. Iky Moses, who is 
again visiting the Gover- 
nor of Holloway Castle, is confined to his apartments with a severe 
chill. A diet of bread and water has been recommended by his 
medical attendant, 
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THE Royal is perhaps just a little bit “off the map” for those 
who are pevustonned rag their amusements further westward ; 
but for a real downright good t ex: 
show it would be hard to excel pe N= 
the programme usually to ) ‘SC 

seen at the snug little hall in 
Holborn. Mr. Arthur Swan- 
borough, own brother to the 
festive and ever genial Teddy of 
the Pav., is a man who knows 
his business, and a full house 
and a well-pleased audience is 
consequently a nightly occur- 
rence, *,* 


Tur Frequently Inebriatedt 
has this day been pleased to 
confer the “Award of Merit” 
upon SIR WALTER WILKIN, be- 
cause he's the new Lord Mayor. 
“ Your hannual dodge, fevther,” 
sneered the Cerulean-Eyed 
Mace-bearer, “ hindeavourin’ to 
propishihate the Chief Beak 
with yer duffin’ old Diploma. 
All I can say is, if yer fancy ’e'll 
fine yer any less when yer gits 
lugged up as a ‘drunk and 
disorderly,’ it’s the greatest 
herror yer ever made in—”" 
But here the Agéd fell upon the 
Azure-orbed with masterly rap- ‘ 4s 
idity, and fifteen minutes later the demand for vinegar and “ brown 
was absolutely unprecedented. *\° 


plat 


JANE CAKEBREAD was released last week from Cambridge Gaol, 
and at once made her way to the Reigate cottage provided for her 
by Lady Henry Somerset. This little retreat was chosen because 
it happens to be four miles from the nearest pub. Jane has 
McGooseley's very sincere sympathy. 

es 


WE congratulate the Empire most heartily upon the restoration 
of its rightful privileges, and we also condole with the Palace at 
the ridiculous and unfair decision which has robbed it of equal 
advantages. The L.C.C, have learnt much by the last election, 
but it will need one more to thoroughly complete the lesson. 

ss 


= 
CHESTNUTS, we are informed, are wonderfully plentiful this 
year. This is not news to us. We haven't attended the music- 
hails and theatres for nothing. ae 


s 

Mr. JEROME has done much better work than The Rise cf Dick 
Halward, with which Mr. Willard has elected to follow Alabama 
at the Garrick. Mr. 
Willard has seldom done 
better than his imper- 
sonation of the weak, 
sorely-tempted _barris- 
ter, who sins for love, 
and sins in vain. De- 
spite its faults of con- 
struction and some 
wildly improbable 
incidents, there are 
tine passages in the play, 
passages that appeal tu 
us because they are 
human, pathetic, and 
natural. Miss Marion 
Terry divides the hon- 
our of the interpretation 
with Mr, Willard. 


s 

OwING to the stu- 

ndous preparation fur 
his “CHRISTMAS HOL1- 
DAYs,” which, by the 
way, will be a more 
wonderful twopenn’o'th 
than ever, the Eminent 
was obliged to decline 
the invitations sent him 
to be present at the 
marriage of the Duke of 
Marlborough and Miss 
Vanderbilt. A. Sloper, however, wishes the young couple every 
joy, and hopes they'll come and take tea with Mrs. 8. as soon 


= 
* 


as they return to England. 


A GENTLEMAN has been writing to the papers calling attention 
to the dreadful thickness of the policeman’s boots. This is a 
matter upon which the Wreck fcels pretty strongly, as he’s often 
felt the weight of ‘em; but really, the average policeman is very 
thick all through, especially Piccadilly way. Ask Professor 
Lankester, *\° 


Suc is the gigantic success of Cheer, Boys, Cheer! that it has 
been found necessary to start both Wednesday and Saturday 
matinées, The business is something colossal. 

ss 
= 

A New York theatrical critic was publicly thrashed in the 
lobby of a theatre by the husband of an actress about whom an 
unfavourable notice had appeared in the critic’s pet If this 
sort of thing spreads to England, the first night will become a still 
more exciting function than at present. 


—_——e————— 


HE BEGAN WELL. 


Kewpush (petulantiy). Dashed if I don't think that every game of billiards I 
play is worse than the list ! 
Suagyles, ‘Um ! and you've been playing a goodish time, too, now, haven't yon ? 


| Saturday, November 9, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTSs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WREK ENDING NOVEMBER 16TH, 1895, 
—~—— 


10th November, 1 —Miss Vincent, f / aa 
most popular actress at the old “ Vic.” carat this read aten 


11th November, 1821.—This day died the Ney. 
Brookes, an eccentric divine. A child was once Woah foe 
he christened, whose parents desired to give it the name Mt 
Bonaparte. This designation he not only refused to bestow. bic 
entered his refusal to do so in the register of baptisms, nee 
was us terrifying a name as “ Bogey ” in those days, 


12th November, 1609.—PBy 2 police regulation ract 
this date, it was ordered that the players should open palit 
at one in the afternoon, begin at two, and finish at four, 7), 
dangerous state of the streets both in Paris and London led ‘to the 
formation of these rules for early performances, ¥ 


138th November, 1840.—This day may be snid to have coon 
the last of the inhuman bull-baiting “sport” at Stamford. Here | 
n verse of the song sung by the Jéullards, Oy 


“Come. take him by the tail, boys— 
Bridge, bridge him if you can ; 
Prog him witha stick, boys, 
Never let him quiet stand, 
Through every street and land in town, 
We'll chivy-chase him up and down, 
You sturdy bung-straws, ten miles round, 
Come, stump away to Stamford.” 


14th November, 1866.—A newspaper of this date, quoting 
Dr. J. Hill Gibson on the training of athletes, says, “ Bathiny i: 
fatal, A quick wash of the body with soap and water once daily is 
all that is required. Any bath, hot or cold, prolonged over thre: 
minutes, depresses nervous, and consequently muscular power,” | 


15th November, 1712.—A singularly ferocious and san. 
geinary duel was this day ip oa in Kensington Gardens by the 
uke of Hamilton and Lord Mohan, in which both were kiiled, 


16th November, 1646.—Provision is made under the will o1 
Sir John Gager, who was Lord Mayor of London in 1646, thats; 
St. Catherine Cree Church a sermon should be annually preach 
on this day of the month in commemoration of his happy delive:. 
ance from’a lion which he met in a desert as he was travellinz i 
Turkey, and which suffered him to pass unmolested, The miuisir 
to have 20s., the clerk 2s. 64., and the sexton ls, 


————-» -—__ — 


THE LOVE OF THE LITTLE ONES. 


“T love these little people; and it is not a slight thing when they, who are so 
fresh from God, love us."—OLD CURIOSITY SuUP. 

YELLOw and sere, yellow and sere, 
Are the leaves of my tree of life ; 

And I feel that the day of my death is near, 
For my limbs they are often rife 

With a cureless pain, and my breath comes thick, 
And my body is shrunk and lean : 

Yet daily, by help of yrrosele and stick, 
1 walk out on the village green. 

And the little ones pause in the romp and chase, 
Each mild as some gentle dove ; 

And, while sweetly they smile on the old man's face, 
How I joy in the children’s love. 


Bony ” 


Not free from sin has my long life been ; 
But I trust, in my closing day, 

That the contrite tears of my dim-grown cen 
= Heaven's mercy) have wi away 

All the footsteps foul from the paths I've trod 
(And the paths were too oft unclean), 

Since the time when, myself, I was “ fresh from God,” 
Like the babes on the village green. 

And their smiles seem fraught with a God-sent peace, 
And I dream that to realms above 

My soul will be wafted, when life shall cease, 
On the breath of the children’s love! 


= ———e 


FEMININE ECONOMY. 


SOME women’s ideas upon the subject of economy are, to say the 
least of it, queer to a degree. You can hardly get a more beantitul 
example of it than, say, a couple of young married dears who |v" 
spent the whole afternoon coming into the shop windows vi 
Regent Street till they are admittedly late for tea, hurrying ales 
to Oxford Circus. To save the twentieth part of a minute se 
dashes across the crowded roadway, under the noses and ait: t 
toeses of the horses, and waits fully three minutes on the other ile 
for her friend who was equally ina hurry but not so daring. ay 
expert mathematician might oblige A. SLOPER by figuring vut the 
exact amount of time thus saved. a 

Little Mrs. Wickinhuffitt was a dabster at economising up tothe 
time that Willie Wickinhuffitt needed a new fannel waisteoit, 
and over that she learnt her lesson. Tolerably good tlannel may 
be bought in the Old Kent Road (five minutes’ walk from the 
Wickinhuffittian “upper part”) for a shilling and a halfpenny 3 
yard; but Mrs, W.’s eye had previously been taken by an alluring 
advertisement in the Family Fadmonger, and she must needs act 
on its advice and “ write to the wholesale makers at the mill's at 
Woolshoddy for patterns.” f 

The day after she despatched her postcard a huge box © 
patterns, about the same size as a baby elephant's coffin, turne:! a 
with ninepence to pay on it. Aslittle Mrs. Wickinhuftitt happen’ 
to be round at Mrs. Millinclinker’s when it arrived, and the slives 
hadn't got ninepence in the wide world, the Parcels Delivery 0." 
took it away and said he'd call again. This he had to do twice : : 
he was happy enough in catching the consignee in, and when ser 
happened he looked so glum that the little woman told hin 
ip the change out of the shilling. ante 

Then she selected a flannel. 1t wasn't quite the colour she w Ny “ 
nor exactly the texture, but she couldn't tell them that at )"'” 
shoddy, so she decided on the “ nearest she could find,” and © han 
for two yards of it. 1t was certainly three-halfpence cheaper t a 
the Old Kent Koad article, but then the ninepence carriage ae ies 
return of the patterns—which you get a bill in for if you keel 
rather took the gilt off that transaction ! 

But that was not the worst of it. das 

The Woolshoddy fabric had not been properly shrunk, i ei 
Mrs. Wickinhuflitt happened to cut little Billy's cadens 
little bit tight in the neck, the blessed stuff contracted i 
strangled him!!! . ey | 

So when you come to add the cost of his funcral, the loss 4 
new winter clothes just purchased, the cost of “new bhir se 
the rest of the family, and a few other incidental expenses” -: 
pee of the flannel and the carriage of the patterns—why, i ath 

t wouldn’t have been a positive saving to have dealt at the shel 
the Old Kent Road after all! 


——— 


NOTHING TO TEMPT 'EM. el 

Marry. Wallo, Charlie, you look a bit down in the mouth 
man, What’s up? Ilas the lovely Laura given you the chur salts 
Charlie. That's just it, Harry, and that aint the wore ee 
She didn’t say “No” straightforward like till Td spent vl 
money on her. ; There 

Harry, Never mind, old man, Keep up yer pecker. 28° 
good fish in the sea as ever were caught. ‘ all your 

Charlic, Yes, but what's the use of that if you've used all ) 
bally bait? 


saturday, November 9, 1896.) 
GOLD FROM SEA. 


[Tt is stated that a patent has been applicd for.) 


eas Are you in want of gold? 
Pepys (Some people are, I'm told) 
eg stars as Now, you are, 
ed Cane 


“if 

sw W@ 5 / Lo, Fortune's star 
/) 
Pye 


May twinkle now on 
Ti Zeng agic | 
3 not by magic loom 
Nor e’en by “ Kafr 
Booms” ; 
But a patent bold 
For getting gold 
From water of the sea! 


Then go, each family 
head, 
Where Neptunc's wash is 


spread. 
Your troop arrayed 
A With pail and spade 
eas quickly ns can be. 
*-= Lay in a tidy lot 


\ 
Of ocean on the s 
For, 'tisa rae pe 
You'll gold extract 


From water of the sea. 
Sana EEE: eee 


haba t hifi REASON: ee 
ner of Slum Property. Did your assistant ejector call upon 
Ps dl Bs man who Tailed our property “a fever den” aod 
threaten him with a hiding? 

Agent, No, sir. I—that is—the fact is—— 

Vicner (interrupting), Then why didn’t he? Didn't I tell you 
io send him?) Why didn't he go? 
agent, He's down with scarlet fever, sir, 


THE “NEW” PROPOSAL. 

ot ye my darling, my beloved, will you, will you be my 
husband 2” 

The strong woman's voice quivered with pent up emotion as she 
spoke the momentous words, and the fair young man sprang 
sinrted to ns fect, a lovely blush suffusing face and neck at his 
lover's question, 

“oh, Edith!” he murmured shyly, “this is very sudden.” 

« Nonsense, dearest,” was the response, as she wound her arm 
lovingly about his tiny waist and drew the timid _half-resisting 
\outh towards her; “nonsense, my dearest, though I have known 
‘ou but a few short weeks, you must have seen that 1 loved you, 
ihat my every thought was centred in you.” 

“Oh, Edith!” 

~ Darling, I swear it, from the first moment that I set eyes upon 
your sweet face I knew that my 
fue was sealed; that I, whose 
loirt the charms of a thousand 
heanteous men have failed to 
move, had fallen a victim to 
Cupid's dart at last. 1 am not 
reh, dearest, and in asking you 
toleivea father’s luxurious home 
ow throw in your lot with mine 
| know that the world may deem 
ne selfish, but 1 will work for 
vou, dear one, as woman never 
het worked for man, and the 


hv veturn will spur me on to 
very effort.” 

~ But Edith,” he queried softly, 
ire you quiie, quite sure you 
wve me?” 

“Love you! my own!” she 
wt, folding him yet closer in 
vr strong protecting arms until 
uw could feel his little heart 
robbing wildly against her 
irt front; “why, my petsie, how can you doubt me? you are 
y life and soul, without you, sweetest, the world would be 
p blank. Darling, say that you will be mine, speak but that 
‘itle word and my whole future shall be devoted to your 
uippiness, Your lightest wish shall be obeyed, your every want 
iticinated with loving care. George, my beloved, do not send me 
nay irom you, look up, sweetest, and tell me that you will be 
What man could resist the tender passionate eloquence of this 
nent? Not George errhow, for, blushing prettily to the roots of 
i de ing Paik; he laid his head trustingly upon her shoulder and 
“Take me, Edith, I am yours,” 

_ Another instant and he was clasped fondly in her arms, whilst 
rained down hot feverish kisses upon hae ruby pouting lips 
irned up so trustingly to hers, . 
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oe WANTED 'EM TO SHINE, TOO. 
‘aitor, Oh! I think Lady Gertrude is so very clever at repartee, 


eu know, 


lies, Noo. Riche, Oh! indeed. Well, I'm thinking of ‘avin’ all 
ae taught too, I'm a great believer in these atheletic games 
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The Pminent’s ean tHE, SLOPER RELICS. 

able end hea ee has a world-wide reputation, but up to now no 
‘iquarian and neages made of these priceless treasures, In the interest of the 
wof thing, @ public generally we hasten to remedy this unfortunate 
nted, 
Vole 
vrote 
than 
» the 
pep — 


Neo, L—CANDLESTICK USED BY KING CHARLES L 


nd as 
irt os 
he 


if his 


3 remar! ‘ 
rhs remarkable curio was presente, together with its appurtenances, to Don 
“norable woltt OY the King ten minutes before he was beheaded, with the 
M3 Wilts Remember !" The dent in the side is said to have been done 
th in reed Cromwell, Excepting an occasional visit to Nunkey's it 
Ne is itt if Sloper Family ever since. It will be observed that a piece of 
Hee to ; i the socket, This isthe identical fragment that lighted poor 
heen, on t he last night he spent on earth. Even the drips of wax have 
“ML has nes It is one of the greatest treasures of the collection, and the 
the gay K ttimes been offered, and indignantly refused, fabulous sums for it 
‘y yetnouzer, Some day it may go to the hammer at Christie's, but 


* Just yet! 
(To be continued.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


SHERLOCK STREET, BIRMINGHAM, October 20¢h, 1895, 


Dear S1r,—Allow me to thank you most sincerely for your 
kindness in awarding me the F.O.8. I shall always do all in my 
power to return the kindness you have extende@ towards me. 
am pleased to tell you I have been awarded the Gold Cross at St. 
Etienne, France, the highest possible honour, for my liquors, 

Yours faithfully, Xk, J. SWIFT, 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 
1 TAKE MISS FAIRLEIGH TO THE EMPIRE. 

I wish I hadn't done it, dear diary ; I do, indeed! Whatever 
my aunt Keziah will say if she learns how I have deceived her, I 
know not, and hardly to think. All chance of inheriting her 
money will be lost to me for ever; I shall be cast forth again upon 
the temptations of the world, and the Jim Jam Islanders, or some 
ane equally undeserving heathen, will benefit by my sad blind 
folly. 

Lut it was all Miss Fairleigh’s fault, though the worst of it is my 
aunt will never be made to believe it, especially as Blanche, as | 
love to call her, has cruelly announced her intention of blaming it 
all on tome. And she would make me go. I told you, dear diary 
how shocked I was at her suggestion, and even after she hac 
tempted me into consenting, | tried hard to induce her to abandon 
the sinful idea, 

I pointed out the danger of discovery, but she only laughed. I 
enlarged upon the wickedness of deceit,and music. halls in particular, 
but she told me, dear diary, not to be a little prig. I offered to 
take her to the Tower of London, the British Museum, Madame 
Tussaud’s, or even the National Gallery, wnich { have heard is not 
altogether a strictly proper place, owing to the exhibition of certain 
works of the old masters, But she would hear of none of them. 
Nothing would do but a music-hall, and in despair, dear diary, I 
selec the Empire, because I have heard that it is the most 
strictly conducted place of its kind, I don't know what awful lies 
I told my aunt toaccount for our absence. I got so confused about 
it, that had not Blanche come to my rescue, I should certainly have 
been found out; but we got safely away at last, my aunt being 
under the impression that we were attending a concert in aid of 
the Home for Decayed Cab Horses, for which I had fortunately 
purchased tickets. Miss Fairleigh was delighted with the perform- 
ance, and I was almost beginning to enjoy it too, when, to m 
supreme horror, a hand was laid upon my shoulder. 1 turned, 
trembling in every limb, and there stood my friend Mr. Wilkinson. 

1 was so relieved to find that it was only he, that I foolishly 
asked him to sit down beside us, and introduced him to my fair 
companion. He appeared greatly smitten with her beauty, and [ 
was indignant to see that she appeared to take an immediate liking 
tohim, So engrossed did they me in each others conversation 
that I was apparently quite forgotten, and if I hadn't remembered 
how good Mr, Wilkinson had been to me in the matter of the 
[omer case, 1 should really have been quite cross with him, 

Presently a smothered burst of laughter from Blanche attracted my 
attention, and Mr. Wilkinson turned round to me. 

“T was just telling Miss Fairleigh,” he said, “what an awfully 
jolly birthday arty 7 gave ; by the way, I haven’t seen anything 
of you since then, old fellow,” 

blushed red. How dare he tell Blanche such a thing. I was 
most annoyed, and could hardly mutter some sort of excuse for 
not having seen him lately. 

He insisted upon accompanying us to the cab door at the end of 
the performance, and actually stood whispering apart to Blanche 
for quite a minute before he said good night. 

baa liy, Septimus!” said Miss Fairleigh—she called me by my 
Christian name—“ really, Septimus, I had no idea you were such a 
terrible young man—why, ‘you're a regular dog. And what a 
delightful man your friend, Mr. Wilkinson, is.” 

“ Do you think so?” I said coldly. To tell you the truth, dear 
diary, I felt at that moment as if I hated the very sound of his 


name, . 
(To be continued next week.) 
— 


A BOON AND A BANE. 

A Boon! a boon!” said the voice of Fate, 
“A boon thou shalt have and hold!” 

And the young man gazed with a glance elato 
On a pile of the good red gold. 

And forth in the grooves of delight he rode 
To the goal of a cureless pain ; 

And he curses the blessing on him bestowed— 
The boon that became a bane! 


“A boon! a boon!” said the voice of Fate, 
“IT bring thee a boon supreme !” 

And the peerless grace of the maiden’s face 
Was the bard and the artist's theme. 

But who shall her soul from its sadness lift, 
Or remove from her name the stain, 

As, wailing, she rails at her beauty-gift— 
The boon that became a bane? 


“ A boon! a boon !” said the voice of Fate, 
“A boon thou shalt highly prize!” 

And the genius-gleam grew grandly great 
In the studious stripling’s eyes. 

But genius showed him a wealthward path, 
And smoothed it a space: till lain 

In a felon’s cell, he expends his wrath 
On the boon that became a bane! 


ee 


OTHER PEOPLE'S TROUBLES. 


TAKING a little inventory of the trials that beset young men, we 
find that there are few periods in his “natural” when he is so 
tossed about by shifting currents of uncertainties as for the first 
nine seconds after entering Brighton Tunnel with a pretty girl 
sitting on the opposite seat of a railway carriage. : 

An Islington man, who'd been reading some botanical book, said 
in the bar of the Angel the other alps that the pine tree serves as 
a refuge for more than four hundred species of insects. And then 
two men who live in the same lodging-house in Pentonville Road 
at once wanted to bet that their bedsteads were imade of pine 
wood, and the mattresses and bolsters stuffed with pine shavings. 
*Orrible, ain't it? 

A correspondent signing herself “A New Barnet New Woman,” 
writes to say that there is still one use fora man. He may get his 
life insured for his wife's benefit ! 

Men seldom marry after thirty. A brazen young bachelor who 
has lived half the allotted life of man says he's afraid he'll never 
get the altar rails now. The girl he pictured as a wife has not been 
born yet, and last week her mother died ! 


—_—_—_o———— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“THE Cart before the Horse” ; Cart-horse, 

“ A Few Seconds” : 2nd, 2nd, 2nd. 

GENUINE Articles: A, an, and the. 

CAN learning to skate at a rink be called “getting a rink-le”? 

* A LABOUR of ‘Love’” : Miss Mabel’s dancing operations, 

SUITABLE Beverage for a Moorland March : Copse Ale, 

“FINANCIAL Note”: A fiver. 

GETTING a bit out of (h)o(a)rder : Stealing a few pounds from 
a miser, 

Ir the New Woman craze keeps going ahead, the next generation 
will have to parse “woman” as “a noun of common gender.” 


359 
THE BRIGANDS. 


a 


CHAPTER VIII. 


CaroLvs LUIGI ConreGGio durng his journey towards the 
brigands’ cave inade a vigorous effort to solve a puzzle which was 
troubling his mind. How 
was he to meet the crisis, 
which — th the 
brigands, and which, of 
course, would also involve 
him? Would he inform 
his fellow brigands? No, 
they would not believe 
him. He would be laughed 
at first,and then probably 
they would inform Bolero, 
who would probably order 
him to be shot. Would 
he himself run away? 
Whither? If he disap- EA 
peared Bolero would never , ~-: 
rest till he had caught 
him, and swept him into 
the same net of ruin as 
that in which he involved 
the other members of the 
gang. 

A curious complication 
of the problem in Cor- 
reggio’s mind was_ his 
feeling towards Constantia 
el Sorroto, le felt anger 
against her at the trap she 
had led him into, but it 
was not the anger of 
slighted love. The remark 
he had = overheard in 
regard to Julia Trisetti 
occupied his thoughts. 
He felt indifferent to Constantin. He would give something to be 
avenged on her, He was surprised at the view he now entertained. 
Was it possible that he never really loved her. Julia was as pretty, 
he had known her as long, had been as friendly with her, but he 
had never fancied that he loved her. Was it possible that it was 
she he really loved after all? It looked like it now. At least, he 
mew ie did not admire Constantia el Sorroto, and that jwas 
something. 

When he reached the cave it was time to give the English 
prisoner his supper. That worthy ayrrgy was least patient 
when his meals were delayed, and the time Correggio had been 
absent had made the meal somewhat later than usual. When the 
‘ood was taken in to the Englishman’s cell that worthy scowled. 

“Ts there any use 
giving notice that I 
will change my lud- 
ings if am not 
tter attended to!” 
growled Mr. Veter 
Smith, for that was 
his name. 

“Not the least. I 
am afraid they would 
hot part with you,” 

id the young 


not, but 
tell the landlord of 
this hotel that I am 
not disposed to stand 
onsense.” 


“I will change my lodgings.” 


him to carry mes- 
” said Cor. 
reggio, “and I don't 
want to be,” he con- 

. tinued. 

“ Wonder you ever 
had anything to do 
with him,” growled 
Peter. “ Likely look- 


ing young fellow 
like you m ight have 
done better. 


“TI suspect now 
that 1 couldn't have 
done worse, even if 1 had shot myself dead.” 

“Shoot yourself? Stuff. better than that, I hope. Did 
you d@anything bad before you came here?” asked Veter, as he : 
gnawed the leg of a particularly stringy chicken. 

“No, I did nothing bad.” 

“ Was—was there a woman in it?” 

“Two of them, I now find,” said Correggio. 

“Two of them! Bless my soul, you had sufficient reason for 
being a brigand. I thought there was something of the kind. Do 
you mind telling me all about it?” 

“Tam bursting to tell someone, and it may be as well to tell you 
as anyone else,” and Correggio told the story, finishing up with 
the scene he had witnessed and what he overheard that after- 
noon. 

“That's the situation of affairs, is it?” said Mr. Peter Smith. 
“This Bolero appears to be a pretty nice kind of scoundrel, 
Let me see, where 
do I come in? If 
my ransom were paid I 
i rae stay around till he 
walked in with his bri- 
nds, and then burst up 
nis little conspiracy by 
telling the truth about 
him. He is not such a 
fool as to risk that. I 
fancy that if my ransom 
were paid he would cut 
my throat to prevent 
my spoiling his little 
me.” 


“Perhaps he thinks 
that you are sure to go 
." said Correggio. 

“Perhaps he does— 
but he won't get the 
chance. My ransom will 
never be paid.” 

“Will you refuse?” 

“I haven't got the 
money.” 

“Your friends have 
been written to.” 

ie They haven't got any 


Marg & 
“They will raise it.” 
“They can’t, because 
no one would lend it; 
and, besides, they don’t 
care a cent for me.” 
“Then you will be starved to death here to a certainty.” 
“No I won't, because I mean to escape,” said Peter Smith, 2s he 
calmly picked his teeth, “and I mean you to help me!” 
(Zo be continued newt week.) 


“Tam bursting to tell somcone.” 


“TI mean to escape.” 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 402.—Mn. E. J, Swirt, F.0.8, 


©The Eminent respectfully bess to draw the especial atten- 
thon of his readers to the portrait of the gentleman it is our 
pleasure to reproduce this week, For A. SLoren has much in 
common with our hero, No one, we think, is likely to dispute 
the assertion that the Agi knows what good boose is, and it is 
tor his wondertul discrimination in this matter that Mr, Swift 
has gained fortune, fame, and the undying friendship of the 
Mildewed,. Throughout Birmingham the name of Swilt is 
synonymous with first-class tipple, for which the highest 
awards have been obtained wherever exhibited, Chiefly because 
he's « man of spirit, our hero was created F,O.%., and the *Sloper 
Award uf Merit’ provemted w him Uctober Ith, 1895." 

—lcbrett Lnproved. 


A SURE THING. 


“tit TN. f +3" see 
Golly, 1 wonder if be would turn red if 1 boiled bim 2" 


FIELD MICE. 


London: Printed by DALZIEL & CO,, at the Comden [resg, 110 High Street, N. 


~~<= 


Urchin (to Carman with consignment of 
explosiers), 1 say, mister, there's a little 
hoy lettin’ osf crackers right under your 


Val. 


“Tsay, Muggins, how's that girl getting on you've 
becn) courting fur the last five years?” “Oh, very 
well, She's ‘courting’ me now!" 


.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Strect, E.C.—Saturday, November 9, 189% 


AUTHOR'S—AUTHENTIC. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLI DAY. 


Aen 7.—Little“ ALLY,” at the age 
of seven, was a most endearing chibl, 
Having long ceased to pule, he would 
now roar lustily for what be could not 
ket; at which times he would not 
hesitate to kick his elders and break 
things, like a hish-spiriten little fellow 
that he was, The bottie (for & brief 
space, alas) had given place to his 
thumb, which he would suck with the 
greatest relish, 


No, 50.—Malict. 


AGED 19.—He still resided with his 
qurents, his filial piety was 5; that 
he wonld vow he wont! never leave 
them, a feeling which, we regret to 
say, the hard-heartedt author of his 
being aid not reciprocate. On fine 
days he would take the air amd oh 
loveliness, as to this day. He was 
allowel a latch key, but what of that? 
the coal-platc was ut ver ou the clin 


The Dook promi: 
ifohe'd ask him hor 


mantle, poor thing. 


GIRLS SNOOK'S HAD ROWS WITH 


AGED 5 Montis, — ALEXANDER 
Storer, Esq. M.P., F.0.M., was born 
when quite a babe, aml took, from the 
first hour of his existence, to the 
bottle, and when his little tum was 
filled to overtiow, the puling infant 
contented himself with a rubber sub- 
stitute, as he a rs above. This 
portrait is from a beautiful miniatare. 
The artist, with true pectic feelinz, has 
depicted him as w little cherub in 
clouds. 


AGED 35,-—The architect of his own 
fortune (his father bequeathing him 
but a bankruptey certificate and his 
Dliewing) A. Shorr, at the ave of 
thirty-five, was comparatively opulent, 
He had Intely met with a ventleman 
named Ikey Mo, and together they 
started somewhat limited companics, 
A. Storer, Kay, chairman; 1. Mo, 
Kxq., sevretary, “with power to ald.” 
thoukl opportunity offer, About this 
time we find his head assuming that 
state associated with respectability, 


ON THE LOOSE AGAIN. 


I this girl a new scal-kin 
» to tes one evening, The 
tea came off, but she's still waiting fur that 


(Saturday, November 9, 1895, 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR Lives. 
No. 1.—A. SLoPER, Esq. 


AGED 16.—Hcre we fina our hr) 
more than seven, sweet sixteen, 14 
fact ; a most engaging ane useful, bi 
puzzling age, the parents of other In 
whom he would visit, not knowin: 
which to offer him, a slice of bread ani 
treacle or a laranaga ; but we, kines 
ing our young friend at that peri, 
ato not ecruple to say that he w 
have accepted one or the othe, of 
both with equal cheerfuluc.s. 


PRESENT DAY.—A man is as veins 
as he fcels, and to day A.Storek 
lively as a two-year-old. You mutt 
ask him his age—it's rule, you knw. 
suffice it that it is with him t: 
GioLDEN AGE! Nevertheless.he tue 

prow, sof any F.0.8, want. to stent 
him a drink, barry ronwl to "4 oh 
Lane, where be will find the Emitu.u: 
ready—ay, realy ! 


Chorus, “ We won't go home till morning.” Very likely, but they all got run in, 


AND HE LOOKED IT. 


“What, can't eat pork? Why, look at me, I've been practic! 
brought up on pork.” 


